~TW TfifiTtcafl. TTtTForle of 
or good Lmmelet lobbe, vfc your legges, fake the ftart nrn„ 
way my conference fayes no; take heede honeft U m ™^' 
neede honeft lobbe , orasafore-fiide honeft Lamcelet lobbe A 
not runne fcorne running with thy heelcs; well, the mofi’J! 
gious fiend bids me packe.jw fayes the fiend, away Caves the fiend 
for the heauens roufc vp a braue minde fayes the fiend, and runn,’ 
well, my conference hanging about the neckcof my heart fi v 5 
very wifely to mee : my honeft friend Lamcelet bee.n* an h2a 
mansfonne, or rather an honeft womans fonne , forindeedetnv 
father did fomething fmacke, fomething grow to ; lie had a kinde 
of raft 5 we 1, my confciencc fayes Lamcelet bouge not, bouo c f 3m t 
thehend, bouge not fayes my confcience, confcience faylv™ 
couirfiilc wc!,fiend fay I you counfaiie well, to be rukl by my con- 
Icience, lfliould ftay with the I ewe my Maifter, (who God blefte 
j r . ke ) ^ akindc ofdeui11 5 and to runne avvav from the Iewe I 

in I* d nr' by . th f who fai,in S y our ‘euerence is thede- 

mil hrmfelfe : certamely the Iewe is the very deuili incarnation and 

mmy conference, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confci- 
ence, ro offer to counfaiie mee to flay with the Iewe; the fiend 
giues the more friendly counfaiie: I will runne fiend, myheeles 
are at your commaundcment, I will runne. 


Enter old Gobbo with a basket. 

to Jicw]r? youns " man? you 1 pray you * whichis thcm 

. lAUnceiet - o heauens, this is my true begotten Father, who be- 
mg more then find blinde, high grauell blindc, knowes me not, I 
will try confufions with him. 

to Maffter'leu^ Cr y ° Un * Gentleman, I pray you which is the way . 

Launceleti Turrie vp on your right band at the next turning, 
but at the next rui ning of ail on your left $ marry at the very next 

iuinmg tumc of no hand, but turne downe indircftly to the lewes 
houfe. 2 

Cjobbo, Be Godsibnties twill be a hard way to hit, can you tell 

me 

i 1 
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Merchant yentce. 

or no. 0 f voun <r Maifter Lamcelet ,'™ rke mee 

Mlkc youof : puns 

& * »***. 

though I fiy’tB anhoneit exceecun^ p 

,h S k lt W WA i« to Fa.^ ^ wba, a M «« talkc of young 
Ume. But I pray you erwoMema g 

W. £ v M»n « '• '“‘X„ to to and drfto 

Father, for the X j'JTSfiy 1 '. C ,-,ft ers three, and fuch brauncltes of 
Sn:g,S«tre&'d,or aryouuronldiaym plain. <«"«. 

God forbid , (to boy «.,be very daffe ofnry 

“Srffllooke like a cudgel! or a houellpoft, aflaffe, 
or a prop t doe you know me father. ^ Gentleman, 

Gobh. Alacke the day, -no hisfoule aliueor 

but I pray you tell race, is my boy G u 1J re t 

* Lamcelet. Doe you not know mcFather. 

Ciie. Alack ftrl am fandbtind.Ihnowyo ^ . htf k 

Um,U. Nay, in deed. lf J to ovvne 

of the knowing meet it u a wife father that kno. 
cliilde. Well, oldc man, Iv«lltellyoMncvve,of^fc"_°^ g 
mee your blelfing, tructh will come to light, rnud 1 , u 

hiddclon 5 , a manner Sonne may, but m ihe ende truer, ivvu 

Gdfo. Pray you Hr Hand vp , 1 am futc you are not Aur-, . ‘ - 
my boy. 
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